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Though not in Yamen to doctor folk, I sometimes attended a case in my spare time, if unable to visit me. If the household was affluent, my escort—knowing that I refused fees—would get food there, and sometimes, I fancy, touch the master of the house for a loan. I winked at this, for I knew the position they were in. Local merchants had long since refused to accept a voucher from any gendarme on his back pay, not because they mistrusted the man's integrity, but because they doubted whether government would ever meet its liabilities.
As adult Moslems, all gendarmes are usually married, and most have families to maintain. The sowari feels it worst of all, for he has his mount to feed as well.
The Arab gendarme is not a bad type, and fulfils his duties as well as can be expected, but these chronic arrears of pay do not tend to maintain his efficiency or his respect for the government he serves.
While in camp at Sok al-Khamis, I had to interfere in a wrangle between one of my escort and the son of the local mudir. The man was required to go on duty down to Mef hak, and help collect transport from the Arab camel owners in that district, for a battalion that was coming up the road: he refused to go. The mudir's son came to me and said that his father required the man's services. " By all means," I replied. " Give your father my salaams and say that the man is at his disposal.35 " But he won't go," complained the youth. " I will if you order me," remarked the delinquent, looking meaningly at me. I was not going to disorganize the escort I had trained for my needs to play the entirely unauthorized role of a government official, so replied that it was not for me to give orders outside my sphere

